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J r or\sUre Tragedy . 

Ser . Why fir, a gentleman from the Vniucrfity foies 
below to fpeake with you. 

H.v/.From the Vniuerlity r > fo,Vniuerfity, 

That long word runs through me. 

Wife.Was euer Wife fo wretchedly befet ? 

Had not this newes ftept in betweene,the point 
Had oflfercd.violence vnto my breft. 

That which fome women call great mifery. 

Would iTicw but little here : would fcarfe be feene 
Among my mileries :I may compare 
For wretched fortunes,with all Wiues that are. 
Nothing will pleafe him,vntill all be nothing. 
Hecalles it flauery tobepreferd, 

A place of credited bafe feruitude. 

What (hall become of me, and my poore children? 
Two here, and one at narfe,my pretty beggers, 

I fee how ruine with a palfie hand 
Begins to fhake the ancient feat to duft .* 

The heauy weight of forrow.drawes my lids 
Ouer my dankilh eyes : I can fcarfe fee $ 

Thus greefe will laft,it wakes and fleepes with me. 
Enter the Husband with the Mafler of the Co Hedge . 
Huf, Pleafe you draw neerc fir,y’arc exceeding 
welcome. 

Mai.Th&zs my doubt, I feare I come not to be wel- 
come. 

Huf Y es ,howfoeuer. 

Mai. Tis not my fafhion fir,todweiI in long circum- 
fonce, but to be plaine and effe£uall ; therefore to 
the purpofe. 

The 


A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

The caufe of my fetring foorth, was pittious & la- 
mentable ; that hopefull young gentleman your bro- 
ther,whofe vertues we all lone deerely, through your 
default and vnnaturall negligence, lies in bond execu- 
ted for your debt, a prifoner, allhisftudics amazed, 
his hope urook dead, and the pride of his yomhmuf 
fled in thefedarke clouds ofopprefliom 
#0/’.Hum,huro,hutn. 

Maifi. Oh you haue kild the to warded hope bf all 
our Vniuerfity, wherefore without repentance and a- 
mend^expeft pandorus and fuddaine iudgmentsto 
fall gricuoufly vpon you; your brother, a man who 
profited in hisdiuiqe imployments, -and might haue 
made ten thoufand foules fir for heauen,novv by your 
careleffecourfes caftinprifon, which you mirflan- 
fwere for, and afiiire your fpirit it will co ;ne home at 
length. Huf Oh God, oh. 

Mof Wife men thinke ill of you,othersfpeake ill of 
yoiimo manloties you, n ay^uentho fe whom hone- 
fly condemnes, condcmne you : and take this from 
the verruous affe&ion I beare your brother, nfcuer 
looke for profperous hourc, goodthoughr, quiet 
fleepes, contencedwalkes, nor any thing that makes 
man perfect, til you redeeme him. -What is your an- 
fwer.how will you beftow him ? vpon defperate mife- 
ry,or better hopes/' I differ till I heare youranfwere. 

#«/'.Sir,youhaue much wrought with me, I feele 
you in my foule.you are your artes mafler. 

I neucr had fence til now; your fillables haue cleft me 
Both for your words and pains I thanke you;I cannot 

but 
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